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“The Shentleman of Wales.” 

I am sorry to have kept my esteemed friend 
Mr Jenkin Howells, Aberdare, waiting for ‘“ lhe 
Shenileman of Wales.’ The book in which the 
old parody is to be found is “ Blwch Llawenydd,’’ 
by Dewi Idloes (1846); and my copy happened to 
| be on a friendly visit in the neighbourhood of 
| Lianidioes, hence this delay. I give the old song 
as it appears in the “ Blwch.” It seems that the 
author is unknown :— 

OPH SHENTLEMAN OF WALES.” 
(A parody on “The Old English Gentleman,’’) 
I. 

Since English Shentlenen have Jong 
Been singing their own praise, 
And even Irishmen that way 
Have tuned their own lays, 
Whilst modest Scotchmen land themselves 
With ancient virtuous sway, 
Tt makes heroic Pritish plood 
To purst out in a plaze, 
To sing the real Shentleman— 
‘Tbe Shentleman of Wales! 
‘Vo sing the real Shentleman— 
Shentlemen of Wales. 
a. 
Caractacus, Cadwalader, 
Glyndower, and Liywelyn, 
And many other mighty names, 
As history.is telling, 
Performed such noble deeds of yore— 
it makes her posom swelling, 
To think the best shoald be forgot, 
‘Within this Island dwelling,— 
The Ancient Pritish Shentleman, 
The Shentleman of Wales! 
The Ancient Pritish Shentleman, 
The Shentleman of Wales, 
Ur, 
Nor think the race is yet extinct, 
Or falling to decay, 
Although a date beyond the Flood 
We our pedigee display; 
We're yet as great, as wise, as good, 
As prave this very day, 
With our Morgans, Shenkins, Watkins, 
And Jones! her’s prond to say, 
With our Sir Watkin Williams Wynn, 
The Shentlemen of Wales! 
With our Sir Watkin Williams Wynn, | 
Phe Shentlemen of Wales. 
Iv. 
Saint David is our Patron Saint, 
A Shentleman was he, 
And yet upon St. David's Day 
A Shentleman he'll be; 
With sword so good, though made of wood, 
And armed cap-a-pie, 
And mounted on her mountain goat, 
As mountain breed were free; 
The Ancient Pritish Shentleman— 
The Shentleman of Wales. 
Lhe Ancient Pritish Shentleman, 
The Shentleman of Wales. 
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Then pless Old Cambria’s Valleys green, 
And pless her mountains bleak, 

Where honesty the forehead smooths, 
And health adorns the cheek; 

Where hands will only grasp their own, 
And tongue truth only speak: 

May she for over flourish well, 
Alike her native leek,— 

The Land of Ancient Shentlemen, 
Whe Shentlemen of Wales. 
_ Whe Land of Ancient Shentlemen, 

The Shentlemen of Wales. 

Notes on the above :-— 

Caractacus, the first and foremost of Welsh 
yenerals. ‘Triad 79 says that when Caractacus 

vent to battle, ‘None would stay at home. 
hey followed him freely, and maintained them- 
selves at their own expense. Unsolicited they 
crowded to his standard.’ Such was the admira- 
ion in which this celebrated warrior was held 
py his countrymen. The celebrated Caractacus 
as the son of Bran, and grandson of Liyr Iuled- 

eth. Having been appointed to the chief 

mmand of the Britons, his noble stand against 
the power of the Roman Empire for many a long 
year has placed hiay foremost in the list of our 

Cambrian heroes. His efforts were the noblest 

in the defence of the liberty of his country. 
} Disastrous as the fate of Caractacus was to Bri- 

tain at the time, Divine Providence caused good 
to be wrought out of evil, and his family were 
}made a blessing to their country, though they 
were only captives at Rome. Bran, his father, 
returning to Britain after seven years’ captivity 
asa hostage for his son, brought with him and 
proclaimed the great truths newly revealed to 

mankind, Triad 35 informs us that he was a 

convert to the Gospel, and that he became a 

reformer oi the manners of his countrymen, and 

his name, with the epithet of ‘‘ Blessed,” is joined 
with those of Prydain and Dyfnwal Moelmnd as 
one of the three who healed the disorders of the 

Kingdom. 

Cadwalader, who bezan his reign in a.p. 660. 
The last King of the Britons, until Harri ab 
Edmund ab Owain ab Tudur, of Anglesea, ase 
cended the throne of England. The old Welsh. 
Chronicles record that Cadwalader went to 
Rome in order to lead a more pious life, and 
died in the holy city and was buried at Sé. 
Peter's, Rome. 

| Glyndower, or as the Welsh call him Owain: 
S Glandwr, or Owain Glandyfrdwy, the last of the: 
descendants of the Welsh Princes who struggled. 
to regain their lost sovereignty over the country,. 
and one of the most successful in his career. 
His memoirs were published in 1822, the author 
being the Rev. Thomas Thomas, rector of Aber- 
porth, and perpetual curate of Llanddewi-Aber- 
arth, Cardiganshire. 8vo. 240 pages. 

Liywetyn ab Grugydd, the last Prince of Wales 
who reigned from a.p. 1254 to 1282. He was an 
able and: a magnanimous prince, but his muti- 
lated power could not resist the ambition of the 
Hirst Edward, and when he fell the name of the 
Cymry as an independent nation perished. 

3. A date beyond the Flood. The “ Oes Lyfr,” 
an extraordinarily curious old Welsh record, tells 
us that this Island was at first called Samothea, 
from Samothes, one of the sons of Japheth, who 
first discovered the Island; this occurred about 
| 240 years after the Flood. The Island was sub- 
sequently called Albion, after a giant of that | 
name, who was a son of Neptune, a native of } 
Belgica, in France | 

Str Watkin, the Wynstay baronet who in 1798 
commanded the Cambrian Legion of Ancient | 
Britons in the Irish Rebellion ia that year. In | 

| the park at Wynstay there is a rotunda, or tower, 
erected to commemorate the heroes wh? fell in 
their country’s cause. | 
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St. David. William the Conqueror, when 
marching through Wales in hostile array, when 
he came to St. David’s Shrine. laid aside the 
warrior for the votary. - The pilevimages to this 
piace at that time and during the Roman Catholic 
sway in this country were esteemed so very meri- 
torious as to occasion the following proverbial 
rhyme in Welsh :— 

Dos i Rufain unwaith, ag i Fypyw ddwywaith, | 

A’r an elw cryno gai di yma ag yno. 

Would haughty Popes your senses bubble, i 

And once to Rome your steps entice, | 


‘Tis quite as well, and saves some trouble, 
To visit old St. Taffy twice. 


Lolo Morganwg, 
Cap-a-pie—from head tofoot. A knight armed 
Lap-a-pie, armed all over, in full armour. 
5, The Leek. 


the Reverend British Saint, in zealous ages past, | 
Lo contemplation lived, and did so truly fast, | 
As he did only drink what crystal rivers yield, | 
And fed upon the leeks he gathered in the field; | 
In. memory of whom, in the revolving years, i 
The Welshman on that daz [March lst] that | 

sacred herb doth wear. 
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